JL ne naiung step of the Emperor came
along the passage and into the room.

As he closed the door, she knelt to him.

"Ah, girl/' he said, "I did not hear you were still
here."

She saw that he was all shaken and quaking.

"Oh, sir," she said, "is the Empress ill?"

He sat in the chair in which the Empress had sat and
said:

"She's had one of these strokes." He began to weep
and at the same time to swear. "Dammy, dammy,
dammy, my poor little Pheemie."

"Sir," Theodora said, "I love her, too, may I go to
her?"

"I wouldn't mind if it was me," he said. "I'd hoped to
go before her, what with my wound."

"Let me come with you to her," Theodora said.

"We've been together all the time," he said, "ever
since Squadron C. The doctor said she'd never stand
another of these strokes, and now it's come."

She took his hand and kissed it and wept upon it,
They were somehow drawn very close in that moment
of misery.

"We may as well go," he said; "we'll do no good,
though."

He stood up, with some difficulty, and said, "You'll
have to help me, girl, my wound's worse now than it's
ever been."

She put her arm about him to support him.

"Girl," he said, "I was at Pheemie all the morning to
put you away, to let that Gold Hair have Tino, and end
this mess.  Pheemie didn't want to.  Did she put you,
away?"

"Yes, Lord," Theodora whispered.   The Emperor's
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